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 10 Act I, Scene 4: Pi! Pi! Are you awake? [1:37] 
  Tessa | Pi | Jo  
 11 Act I, Scene 4: What turmoil the devils cause in the poor soul! [2:35] 
  Tessa 
 12 Act I, Scene 4: O so much! I do pray! [1:27] 
  Pi | Tessa 
 13 Act I, Scene 4: Where to begin? [2:15] 
  Pi | Tessa 
 14 Act I, Scene 5: Pi! Where did you hide my brushes? [2:06] 
  Jo | Pi 
 15 Act I, Scene 5: The clouds, dark, and those nocturnal creatures! [1:27] 
  Jo | Pi 
 16 Act I, Scene 5: I don’t know! I could be fighting! [2:11] 
  Jo | Pi 
 17 Act I, Scene 5: Life must go on! [2:29] 
  Pi | Jo
 18 Act I, Scene 6: How do I look? [2:57] 
  Pi | Tessa 
 19 Act I, Scene 6: Ahem! You are not sleeping my friend nor working? [2:13] 
  Pi | Jo 
 20 Act I, Scene 6: The grief! [1:11] 
  Jo | Pi 
 21 Act I, Scene 6: May I suggest? [2:05] 
  Pi | Jo | Tessa 
 22 Act II, Scene 1: I see you have been painting at last [1:32] 
  Pi | Jo 
 23 Act II, Scene 1: Oh, you’re thinking I’m crazy [1:49] 
  Jo | Pi 
 24 Act II, Scene 1: I must keep working now [2:34] 
  Jo | Pi 

Constellations
A chamber opera inspired by the life and work of Spanish artist Joan Miró.
Music by Efraín Amaya | Libretto by Susana Amundaraín

Pi: Raquel Winnica Young (mezzo-soprano) | Jo: Dan Kempson (baritone)
Tessa: Sarah Shafer (soprano) | Dee: Julianna Scherzer (child actor)

Arts Crossing Chamber Orchestra | Efraín Amaya, conductor

  TRACK LIST
 1 Act I, Scene 1: Opening [1:29]
 2 Act I, Scene 1: This is what we needed [2:10] 
  Pi | Jo  
 3 Act I, Scene 1: Nothing is perfect Pi [3:18] 
  Jo | Pi  
 4 Act I, Scene 1: You go Pi. Let me be [1:44] 
  Jo | Pi  
 5 Act I, Scene 2: This solitary town! [5:02] 
  Pi 
 6 Act I, Scene 2: Who is here? [5:39] 
  Pi | Tessa 
 7 Act I, Scene 3: I must work, work, work! [2:33] 
  Jo 
 8 Act I, Scene 3: Jo, are you still awake? [1:13] 
  Pi 
 9 Act I, Scene 3: What’s next? [2:27] 
  Pi | Jo 
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 25 Act II, Scene 1: Certainly not, not now! [0:39] 
  Jo 
 26 Act II, Scene 1: I think her function is completed [1:50] 
  Pi | Jo 
 27 Act II, Scene 2: Pi, my child [2:27] 
  Tessa | Pi 
 28 Act II, Scene 2: Tessa! Are you with me? [3:18] 
  Pi | Tessa | Jo  
 29 Act II, Scene 2: Trust me, I know from a very good source [2:49] 
  Tessa | Pi | Jo 
 30 Act II, Scene 2: Pi? Oh, I’m a bit disconcerted [1:12] 
  Jo 
 31 Act II, Scene 2: It’s fine, forget what I said [1:30] 
  Pi 
 32 Act II, Scene 2: So much amazement!  [0:54] 
  Jo | Pi 
 33 Act II, Scene 2: Pi, a quick question [1:24] 
  Jo | Pi 
 34 Act II, Scene 3: One more layer to shed [1:44] 
  Jo 
 35 Act II, Scene 3: What is it? Jo, are those explosions? [2:25] 
  Pi | Jo | Tessa 
 36 Act II, Scene 3: “Let nothing disturb thee” [1:14] 
  Tessa | Pi | Jo 
 37 Act II, Scene 3: They’re bombing the village! [1:45] 
  Jo | Pi | Tessa 

  Total Time = 78:30

Constellations
A chamber opera inspired by the life and work of Spanish artist Joan Miró.

Libretto by Susana Amundaraín. (2012)

“My work should be like a poem set to music by a painter.” Joan Miró

A man and his family find themselves self-exiled. By luck or intuition.

Characters:
Jo: a man in his mid 40s, a painter and poet. He’s by nature quiet, sensitive, intuitive,  
pessimistic, and overwhelmed with anxiety and uncertainty. His deepest fears are taking  
hold of him and he can’t seem to find a place of peace and freedom.

Pi: Jo’s wife, good-natured, strong and resilient. She is the rock of the family, mother of  
their only child, sensible and pragmatic.

The Bird: this is the painter’s muse at night (his wife in disguise).

Tessa (the guide): an old benevolent spirit, present in the house. Pi is the only one who can  
see her, and talk to her.

Dee: the daughter. She may be an occasional silent presence.

Synopsis
The story takes place at the onset of a great war, during the first half of the 20th century, by 
the shore, on the northern coasts of France. It follows a small family of three, self-exiled at 
that time. It is inspired by a fragment of renowned Spanish artist Joan Miró’s life. During this 
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period of uncertainties and global conflicts, he creates a series of magnificent paintings titled 
“Constellations.” Eventually, the family manages to escape and find a return path to a safer 
place closer to home.

LIBRETTO

Scene 1
(We see an interior space, like a studio, a bedroom, or both. There’s a long table with only 
three legs, and a platform suitable for a model or for a bed. Empty large drawing papers 
are piling up and spread all around; Jo sits in a chair, lost in thought, taciturn, and morose. 
There is a window that opens to the sounds of a beach. It smells like the ocean and the sand, 
although there’s little sand. It’s mainly covered with rocks and pebbles).

Pi:
This is what we needed.
It’s perfect!
Do you remember? When we were here last?

Jo:
It was another time,
it was a different time,
with different people, different clouds…
There were no clouds,
the clouds are dark 
now
it’s different.
My friends have left,
and the clouds have changed 
the lighting.

Pi:
It was one of our best times,
it was what we needed,
this is what you need,
some 
peace and quiet,
we can all use 
some
peace
some space…
Why don’t you work?
Everything is ready,
your papers 
and paints,
your gouaches, your clay.
Why won’t you work Jo?
 

For days 
and days and days with their nights
I see you
just 
sitting
staring
not eating,
not sleeping
or caring,
not 
among the living!
It’s so lucky we are 
by the beach,
this is perfect.

Jo:
Nothing is perfect Pi,
not perfect
not now,
so much we have lost.

Pi:
We still have each other,
our daughter Dee,
some friends.
You still have your work,
and I’m sure,
unknown places to go.

Jo:
Haven’t you heard?
The world is collapsing,
my heart 
is strangled.
Our homeland is invaded
by darkness,
there’s another war
coming.
I can feel it in my bones,
closing in.
What if we can’t make it?
James didn’t make it, 
like many others.
What’s the use? What’s the use?
I don’t think I can paint anymore.
I was never fond of dreams, 
but
dreams are disappearing
fast.
The end is coming Pi, the end! 

Pi:
Oh please!!!
Listen, just go
to the water,
go play some, 
with Dee,
and forget some.
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The sea will be good for you.
Besides, 
I pray, you know?
God is on our side,
I am sure!
Look how we’ve managed
to get away from great danger,
by chance 
or by God’s hand,
we have.

Jo:
God has strange ways,
why would He allow 
so much cruelty in man?
Didn’t He create it All?
Where was He 
when they killed 
those innocent people,
countless women,
countless children of God?

Pi:
I don’t know!
Some things 
are not 
to be understood.
Let’s go to the water…

Joe:
You go,
the water and I
are not
such good friends
after all
you know
I get my strength 
from the soil
of our land, 
from the earth, 
through the boots on my feet
through the roots,
you know 
I’m more a tree 
than a fish. 
You go Pi…let me be.¬
A great tragedy is coming,
a great storm,
I can feel it coming,
it’s just coming!

Pi:
He is going mad…
The world is too.
Lord, listen to my prayers, please guide me!!
(Black out)

Scene 2
(Pi is all by herself while her husband, nearby but absent, stares out at the light of a candle. 
She starts thinking out loud, her monologue becoming a prayer)..

Pi:
This solitary town!
I could have been 
wrong
for he’s right,
a creeping storm 
awaits us,
and home…
no longer there
not anywhere
for us,
so distant,
so covered with
blood
so shaken with terror.
I won’t deny it,
I’m lost 
without answers,
cold fears wrap around
our bodies.
Lord listen! I implore!
My Jo needs the light,
his soul is in shadows
and Dee needs protection.
Don’t leave us at this hour
give me a sign,

assign me an angel, I beg you!
Where is the book?
The book!
of mother’s prayers
Here!
Divine Father, Mother? Can you hear me?
“Quench my troubles,  For no one else 
can soothe them;  And let my eyes behold 
You,  For You are their light….” (SJC)
Sweet Saint John, 
what has brought us 
to this northern 
forsaken shore?
What, Oh Holy Spirit, has 
made of our lives 
such a solitary path?
We are alive 
without living,
we live 
with the refugee’s lack.
There’s no restful sleep, 
just the nightmares or the empty hours,
we sleep no more…no more
Sweet Saint John, how much I 
search for peace
in your words:
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“The tranquil night 
at the approaches of the dawn, 
the silent music,
the murmuring solitude,
the supper which revives,
and enkindles love…” (SJC)
(She pauses to hear faint voices in the room, 
first a couple, then many, one starts to be 
clearer). 

Pi:
Who is here? 
Whose voices are those? 
Oh Mother of God! 
Who has entered 
this forgotten home? 
I’m hearing voices!
What are those voices? 
Of the house? Of the mind?
(Tessa appears through a door, as a real 
character, but her nature is immaterial).

Tessa (The Guide):
Your mind is just fine,
your home not forgotten.
I am Tessa…your guide.
What is it you fear, Pi?
You did ask for a guide, child. 

Pi: 
Hallucinations!
Of course,
for the sleep deprived,
for the restless,
for the haunted!
For the mad!

Tessa:
Calm down, let me repeat, child,
I have 
been 
assigned
to answer your calls.
Don’t despair.
I’m an old soul,
I know suffering,
I know wars…and I know love.
I also know you believe, and this, my child, 
will protect you.
But first you must trust me,
truth is I’m not
of this world 
of sensations and dreams,
but I am a messenger soul,
you must trust me. 
Think of it as a gift from the Lord. The Lord!

Pi:
This is most strange!
How can I trust you?
And know 
if you’re truly a good soul?

Tessa:
Weren’t you reading?
just now,
the saintly words of Saint John?
Dark souls 
couldn’t easily approach you
with prayers to God..
But, you are
concerned 
about what awaits you,
Jo needs to wake up,
let go of the sorrow, 
let go of the thoughts.

Pi: 
Yes, yes! 
Will you help?

Tessa:
Of course!
If I could suggest
a delicate plan,
but none other shall know.

The Universe is 
Grace,
it will grace those 
who love.

Pi: 
I will be most grateful!
Though tell me,
whose voices were those?
From before?

Tessa:
A mixed bunch,
some stranded,
some looking for love,
some curious, some lost.
No matter, they’re already gone.
(Tessa starts to fade out).

Pi:
Will I see you soon?

Tessa:
In due time, in due time.
I mentioned I do have a plan.
Go rest Pi…Go rest.
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Scene 3
(In the studio space, during the long hours of the night, Jo tries to work, but the news is  
disturbing. There is a radio, but he doesn’t seem to find a clear channel. He intends to work to 
dispel the threatening thoughts, however, he is distracted by his own hallucinations).

Jo: 
(Trying to adjust the radio, he can’t find a 
channel but only hears noise).
I must work, work, work!
So hard while away
from home,
so difficult in travels.
(Jo is looking at the empty space around 
him, contemplating visions he alone can 
see).
How to distinguish
which one of you is real? 
Which one of you 
is my deepest fear…?
To lose time or matter? 
To lose loved ones or love? 
My mind is what I’m losing, 
it seems,
are we just about to lose it all? 
Can we lose it all? 
It may be good: a baring of the soul.
And these creatures! 
So distracting,
beautiful…yet disturbing! 

Holy Spirit! 
What’s a zebra doing 
in the corner? Floating?
Would it stay? I suppose I could paint it…
(Jo stares at some blank spot and starts 
drawing a line on a big drawing paper, looks 
at it and tosses it away unconvinced). 
How can one paint? 
while there’s so much chaos?
So much that we’ve lost!
Who would know the uncertain fate of my 
friends?
And our house?
Or The Reaper, 
my heartfelt painting, 
lost after Paris…
vanished, perhaps transformed 
into ashes with the color of blood.
I can’t hear the news anymore,
I can’t see 
what’s to come… 
A walk may do me good.
Pi! Pi! 

Pi: 
(Tossing around in her bed).
Jo, are you still awake?
I was trying to sleep…
A walk? 
In the middle of the night?
Not good, not good, 
now we’ll be strolling 
like some poor lost souls,
when the town sleeps, and the roads  
disappear,
at the hours when shadows hide 
behind the sheds, 
when the waters are darkest…
What’s next? 

Pi:
(Bringing a glass of milk to Jo and leaving it 
on a table with a white tablecloth).
Milk, Jo, 
have some,
It’ll calm you down, 
it will help you sleep.

Jo:
(Entranced for a moment with the glass of 
milk).
“A glass of white milk on a white tablecloth
a red cherry

green scarab beetle
rainbow
shooting star….” (JM)
Pi, do you see the zebra?

Pi:
(Not seeing anything)
Yes… I do!
What a beautiful being!
Like a black and white painting.
Are you painting it?

Jo:
This one is black and green…
With a purple ear.
And there was a bird too… so strange…
so big
and fantastic! Came through the window.

Pi:
Let’s move on,
come on! Sweetheart…
Let’s go for a walk
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Scene 4
(After the walk, Jo and Pi try to get some sleep).

Tessa:
Pi! Pi!!
Are you awake?
I do have a plan!
Can you hear me?

Pi:
Oh! Good Heavens! 
My eyes are open, yes,
can you lower your voice?
Can he hear you?

Tessa:
Of course not,
just you my child,
only you.

Jo: 
(Turning around in his bed agitated with a 
nightmare).
Leave me alone!! Stop!!
Leave!
Leave me!
Leave me!
Leave me!
(Jo then gets up and sleep walks around his 

studio space, standing oblivious to the  
conversation between Pi and Tessa).

Pi:
(Addressing Tessa)
What is it?
So urgent!

Tessa:
Our plan, urgent I believe!
Your suspicions are true,
so sad to tell you,
but a great war is coming,
another…
story 
of human weakness and darkness 
approaches, 
I have seen some of it,
yes,
our Mother already weeps 
as her children fall,
as their lives darken.
(Then in a reflective mood as if  
remembering).
“What turmoil the devils cause 
in the poor soul! How unhappy it feels,  

not knowing
whether to go forward or to return…” (STA)
I have been watching Jo.
His borders are blurring,
that’s why he sees what you don’t.
He’s plagued with thoughts,
which are taking over his soul.
Pi, you must 
become his muse,
take the form of a bird,
colorful! Use your voice,
I’ll give you the words,
I’ll point some suggestions
to look at the stars, look at the moon,
the motion of the wind,
and the way colors beat 
in his heart. 
Once these are on paintings 
his mind will soar, he’ll forget himself.
He’ll find refuge in the mystery of Nature’s 
pulse,
he’ll find a place, and himself 
within 
the farthest constellations.
You must prepare your departure,
my daughter, 
there isn’t much time now, 
gather your thoughts,
gather your faith,

gather your love.
It’s not easy what’s to come,
Pray and prepare yourself.

Pi: 
O so much!
I do pray! But
… to become a bird?
He’ll surely see through
such a wild disguise…!!

Tessa:
No, he won’t.
You will be confused
with the strange creatures 
he conjures at night.
To him,
you’ll be another
extraordinary revelation? 

Pi:
I will do my best!
I’ll become his muse, a bird! 
I must pray, I must pray!
Just show me the way.
Now, you say that he sees what I don’t,
what about you? 
I can see you 
while he’s not aware.
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Tessa:
O Pi,
the difference is
I am real!
His zebra is not.
(As Tessa moves away and disappears, Pi 
reflects on the strategy).

Pi:
Where to begin?
How should I behave?
How to pretend 
to be
such a fantastic being,
an inspiring creature of the night?
The deception 
will have to be accurate, 
a costume I’ll need, 
some courage, some acting!
I’m not sure I can manage.
I’m not sure how I feel,

but if this 
takes him out of his sorrows,
I’ll try anything.
We just can’t live in dread…
I surrender my worries,
O Lord,
I’ll do as you say, Tessa. 
Tessa?!
Don’t vanish,
I need to follow your lead.
A bird! 
How will I 
appear as a bird?! 
How will I talk to Jo?
He’s been so silent.

Tessa:
(as a voice only)
He’ll pay attention,
he’ll talk to a bird,
a bird of this nature!

Scene 5
 (Jo is weary and anxious. He and Pi are tense and fight over little things, over big things, over 
the void that has formed between them).

Jo:
(Walking around the space where his papers 
are spread all over the place).
Pi!! 
Where did you hide my brushes?!
I had things organized!
This is my working space!

Pi:
I’d never touch your brushes!
You must have moved them around 
in your sleep-walking ventures 
at night.

Jo:
I don’t sleep walk!

Pi:
Yes, you do!
You don’t sleep much at all,
you don’t let sleep much.

Jo:
This was a bad idea Pi,
this idea of yours!
To come to this town, to this shore!
Who can work here?! 

Pi:
Now it’s my fault!
You liked the thought at first,
You said the quiet would help!
The safety, 
the remoteness 
of the place.

Jo:
It’s not helping!
There’s no one with whom to converse.
There is only silence 
and waiting…
Waiting!
The clouds, dark, and those 
nocturnal creatures!
We shouldn’t have come!

Pi:
But you said!
You wanted
peace and quiet,
you wanted the solitude,
the time to paint
for your show in New York!

Jo:
The killings Pi!
They don’t stop!
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The bombs and the killings!
Don’t you crave 
for a just, better world?
For some real peace?

Pi:
I’m not that insensitive,
but justice
we know we don’t have,
what can you do?!

Jo:
I don’t know!!
I could be fighting!
With our people,
out there, on the front!

Pi:
Of course! You fighting!
You dying! 
Your body in pieces, 
your bones scattered on the ground! 
That would be our salvation!
And us?! A widow? An orphan?
Do you wish such fate 
on the ones
you say you love? 

Jo:
I don’t know.
There is this void,
I can’t feel anything…
I just feel the end
..I wish 
I wish we were all better 
men..
better women, better humans.

Pi:
Just paint!

Jo:
Paint? What for?!
The world is lost.
What is the use?
It won’t save lives
in this long lonely road.
We’re surrounded by tragedy!
So useless this business of art!
So useless!

Pi:
Life must go on!
Never give up!
And lives…they’re all meant 
to be gone,
a short passage 

through 
earthly pleasures 
or earthly distresses.
Who are you to say
if your work may transcend
the horrors of crime,
become a light in the dark?
 
 
 
 

Jo:
O, Let me be,
leave me,
let me be sad.
I’d rather be in silence.
There is nothing else 
to be said, 
nothing…
we’ll be left 
with the music of silence,
with the colors of darkness.

Scene 6
(A distressed Pi hurries to create the Bird presence and somehow try to bridge the  
communication between her and Jo. She has made the costume already and is going to  
talk to Jo in the studio space).

Pi:
(Studying herself in front of a mirror).
How do I look?
Hello creature, 
can you sing?
(Pi tries to sing a couple of nervous notes).
Cuckoo! Cuckoo!
No need! 
Tessa?! Are you here?
(Suddenly looking for her and for her book 
of prayers).

My book! My sweet Saint John, 
you should inspire me:
“My Beloved, the mountains,
the solitary wooded valleys,
the strange islands,
the roaring torrents,
the whisper of the amorous gales;
the tranquil night 
at the approaches of the dawn,
the silent music,
the murmuring solitude…” (SJC)
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Tessa (as voice only):
Yes my child,
talk to him of nature,
of the skies, with its infinite 
presence of life…
you will be fine.

Pi:
In the name of God…
(She now moves into the space where Jo is 
thinking. Pi starts singing a couple of notes, 
as if calling his attention with an ‘ahem’).

Bird (Pi):
You are not sleeping
my friend….
nor working?
Are you letting 
the late hours of the night 
fill your head
with worries and dread?

Jo:
(Startled and a little mesmerized).
How fan-tas-tic!!! 
What an extraordinary being! 
This one creature speaks 
to me….unlike the others.
Does it?

Hard to discern 
if I am losing my head 
or finding a door 
to an imaginary place.

Bird:
Talk to me Jo,
I know you think of me 
when you work…

Jo:
I always thought!
If birds could talk…
Or better,
if like birds we could soar 
through the skies
in freedom,
leave behind 
inhospitable latitudes.

Bird:
What troubles your soul?
You could very well soar with your work.

Jo:
The grief! So much grief 
in this world of today,
of unending mourning. 
The fears…!

Our freedom,
dangling
from a very thin thread.
I fear 
they won’t let me paint again… 
But, what are you?

Bird:
I’ve been sent as a muse.
I can leave if you wish!

Jo:
Oh no! Please stay,
an occurrence like this 
does not come everyday.

Bird:
You are haunted
by the specter of 
tragic 
dissolution. 

Jo:
Yes, I am…

Bird:
May I suggest?
If for a time only, 
you could just 

get out of your head.
Nature is gentle here.
Its silent music so easy to hear
in the subtle sounds 
of the wind 
through the blades 
of grass 
in the steps of insects…
look up to the sky, Jo,
look up,
as above is below.
Look at life, unending, 
look at us, 
small as those pebbles you see 
on the shore
breathing with the ocean.

Jo:
(Looking out and up).
The “Night sky 
filled 
with electric stars” (JM)
The eyes of God.
The dog sings 
to the glory of the moon.

Tessa & Bird:
May I suggest
a painting of stars?
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A stroke of constellations?

Jo:
A stroke of constellations! 

All:
A stroke of constellations!

ACT II 
Scene 1

(A few days into the Bird’s nocturnal visits, Jo and Pi are having a meal and, with a renewed 
sense of connection, talk about the mysterious presence at night, the new work, and last, the 
possibility of leaving soon again. But Jo is excited with his muse visitor and doesn’t want to go 
now. He wonders if it’s really necessary to move away).

Pi:
I see 
you have been painting at last,
your smile is back.
What has happened?
You seem inspired…
I’ve also heard a strange voice
coming and going 
through the nights.
Jo:
Pi, you wouldn’t believe me!
An exotic creature has been 
visiting!
At night!
A bird! And you know the best part?
It’s been talking with me!

Pi:
Really?!
Who would have thought!

Jo:
Oh, you’re thinking I’m crazy.
Believe me, I’m not!
I tell you, I’m not mad.
The bird though, 
is a wise spirit,
a muse of sorts!

Pi:
So, a muse…
I’ll be jealous, Jo!
 

Jo:
Of a bird?

Pi:
Of a muse!

Jo:
No Pi, 
If you could see it, 
you wouldn’t be!

Pi:
What do you mean?

Jo:
Nothing! 
See, I’ve been looking at the sky.
There’s so much 
in the magnificent space! 
So vast, 
so inspiring!
It moved me…
to draw, to paint with a force 
I didn’t know I had.
I’d forgotten to hear
the wind,
to see 
the path of snails, 
the small joys that are laden 

with love and strength
most of all,
I had forgotten how
to forget myself.

Pi:
The tranquil night,
the silent music 
of my dear 
Saint John 
must have gotten to you.
This is good! 
This is better than good!

Jo:
I must keep working now.
Intensely,
I must work, work, work!
The Bird, curious
how it talked about death, 
lightly, 
not as an end 
of life,
but as ongoing 
transformation. 
The spirit immortal,
beautiful… true,
our lives but a fleeting path through 
the woods,
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simple, pure,
like midday with it’s sun’s fire,
or the tranquil nights
with the “Moonlight
Nocturne
… the rooster sings 
to the glory of the sun the woman undoes 
her hair as
a sign of many-colored happiness…” (JM)

Pi:
Your muse sounds 
very wise,
most persuasive.
So glad she has infused your work 
with such vital strength…
Still, 
the troops are near,
invading.
We must prepare
to leave again,
it is said 
the war will reach us here.
We’ll have to go, my love.

Jo:
Certainly not, not now!
I just started working again.
Not now, that my nights

are filled with wonder,
my days with faith.
I’m afraid 
the Bird’s purpose 
is to help me here 
in this place…
I’ll miss it!
I’ll miss it!

Pi:
I think her function 
is completed.
The ultimate purpose, it seems,
was to look at yourself,
at your rightful place, 
not just on this Earth, 
but in the vastness
of Nature’s creation.
I know, 
from a just and good source
that we’re not safe 
on these shores…
no more.
A great storm 
has set a path through these coasts.

Jo:
I’m just working so well.
I’d hate to see us go. 

Scene 2
(Pi is nervous again and realizes that she will have to set things in motion to leave. In the 
house, with Tessa’s help, she plans to reveal her identity as the Bird. The Bird makes a last 
appearance in the studio, and promises to be always by his side. Pi tells him the truth).

Tessa:
Pi, my child,
it is time to begin 
gathering,
packing,
there isn’t much time 
left.
An evil fury approaches,
you must prepare 
for the worst.

Pi:
So frightening!
In these days 
of isolation,
Jo has decided we’ll stay.
We should be moving 
and leaving,
have all things in place.
Should I tell him?

Tessa:
Nothing better than the truth.

Pi:
Tonight then…
I’ll be his muse,
I’ll find a space 
between his blues and his yellows, 
I’ll appeal to his senses.
Tonight the Bird ends.

Tessa:
I’ll be there as well.
(There is a quick transition into the Bird  
disguise, and into the studio that evening).

Bird:
Tessa! Are you with me?

Tessa:
I’m right behind you.
Go and speak to your Jo.

Bird:
Hello, Jo…
Your paintings look very happy. 
You’ve been much obsessed
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with this work.
Is it what you’ve been 
hoping for?
What do these paintings 
represent?

Jo:
I was hoping to see you!
O yes! Of course! This is 
some of my best work!
Come and see! 
They don’t represent, they contain! 
I am so excited! 
The stars have transformed 
into the all-seeing eyes.
A ladder: a symbol 
to bridge the earth and the moon,
to reach the heights 
that only birds can get to 
in their flight
the spirals distant galaxies
or perhaps 
the one we inhabit
the sex of women 
a mouth in red and black
contoured monsters that hid in the sand
a purple, some blues… 
phosphorescent crumbs 
for the night walking insects

if I just could add 
the smell of those clouds…

Bird: 
Ahem! May I interrupt? 

Tessa:
(Next to Pi, tells her what to say).
I’m sorry to tell you
but the news is not good
for the future.

Bird: 
I’m sorry to tell you…

Jo:
That you don’t like my work?

Bird:
O, no! Not that!
but the news 
is not good for the future,
Gather your family and go.

Jo:
I’ve been hearing the news,
I know. 

Tessa:
(To Pi)
Tell him it’s urgent!

Bird:
You must know it’s urgent!

Jo:
The troops may not reach us
in this lonely town.
We could manage 
to stay quiet and silent,
who will notice?

Tessa:
(To Pi)
Trust me,
I know from a very good source…

Bird:
Trust me Jo,
I know from a very good source.
Have you noticed the village?
It’s getting deserted…
Don’t you love your family?
You’re stronger now,
Get them out 
while there’s still time!

Tessa:
(To Pi)
Very little time!

Bird:
Very little time,
Jo, very little time!
Before all 
comes apart.

Jo:
But,
I don’t want to leave you,
I don’t!

Bird:
Don’t you love your wife?
You’d rather be with me,
a creature 
of your wild imagination?

Jo:
I don’t know,
of course I love her,
but she’s happy if I work,
she’s happy if I do 
what I came to do in this world.
What I came to do!
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Bird:
I would not be so sure.
She’s not that happy Jo,
She is not. 
She’s frightened and feels 
you don’t care 
for her love anymore.
Protecting her family is one of her worries,
but she worries 
she’s losing you to your work.
She’s been helping you 
in ways unsuspected,
and you have not noticed, Jo.

Jo:
I have noticed, 
she’s a good mother,
She takes care of us.

Bird:
O, She’s much more than that!!

Jo: 
Are you taking her side?
What is this about?
She knows that I am thankful.

Tessa:
(To Pi)

Tell him, my child.

Bird:
I’ve enjoyed being your muse,
and you won’t lose me as such
if you want.
But the Bird,
I’m afraid the Bird leaves tonight.
Don’t be surprised,
and please 
don’t be upset…
(Pi removes the disguise and faces her 
husband).

Jo:
Pi!!?
Oh, I’m a bit disconcerted,
was the Bird you? All the time?
Was this your idea?
I don’t know what I feel, 
if I should be happy 
or mad…
I believe I am relieved,
I had started to think that
there was something 
terribly wrong with my mind..
Oh, Pi! 
Then tell me,
you have not been happy,

I’ve been so removed when all looked so 
dark.
Please forgive me, I apologize.

Pi:
It’s fine, forget what I said,
but there’s one more thing.
There’s this kind spirit, 
who I found in this house,
who did help me 
get through you in disguise,
a true wise spirit, a saintly kind.
Her name is Tessa, 
you won’t see her, 
but she’s seen what’s ahead,
her advice is sound,
we should follow her words.
Staying will do us much harm.
Let us find some refuge
in more familiar voices and lands.

Jo:
So much amazement!
The ladder to heaven…
a premonition I’ve painted.
I had imagined our escape
to the galaxies, 
brushing the stars.
Instead, 

it will be our escape out of hell,
retracing our steps, 
re-shaping our lives.
I’m done here, 
let’s just start to pack.

Pi:
I’ve been packing already,
I thought just in case…
Just gather your papers and brushes,
the paints 
may have to stay.

Jo:
Pi, a quick question,
how did you summon such a
ghostly guide?

Pi:
Just praying, just praying…
Now hurry, get busy! 
Praying alone won’t keep us alive.
(They get busy picking up papers and things 
as the light fades out).
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Scene 3
(In the house, Jo is finishing packing his work, his things. He’s mainly gathering his thoughts, 
as he is getting ready to step into a new period of his life. Tessa makes herself visible to both, 
and Jo is once more entranced by the presence of an otherworldly being. He is comforted by 
the thought that perhaps they are not as alone after all. The sound of bombs surprises them 
and becomes more threatening. Their departure is imminent, and they’ll try to catch the last 
train to journey back home. Pi and Jo, with their little child, escape as bombs are falling in the 
village by the sea).

Jo:
One more layer to shed,
a baring of the soul
perhaps 
just what we needed
to reveal the essential, 
not of the mind 
but the eternal.
This shedding 
may just set us free.
Travel light, keep your faith, 
peace is always my wish,
and in peace 
bring magical worlds 
to light.
What’s our ultimate purpose?
if not to seek, 
and softly find Nature’s love 
in the life we live, in the things we do.
What are we? 

But invisible specks 
in the great mass of constellations.
Art might uncover its secrets,
perhaps only
when we surrender…
(Bombs start falling in the village and their 
sound is their cue to leave).

Pi:
What is it?!
Jo, are those… 
explosions?

Jo:
I’m afraid those are bombs!
Hurry! Hurry!
Call Dee!
(Tessa appears and is visible to both).
 

Tessa:
One moment, my children!

Pi:
I’m so glad to see you!
We are about to leave!

Tessa:
Just a blessing,
a reassuring farewell,
at this time,
you can both see me.

Jo:
So you are Tessa, our Guide!
Magnificent vision! 
I am in awe 
of invisible worlds…
Will you come with us?

Tessa:
In a way, 
not in a body.
I have brought you my prayer,
to keep in your hearts,
to keep your light on the path.

Pi:
Tessa, I’m so grateful!

I will always remember your voice.
With this bombing,
I am really frightened!

Tessa:
“Let nothing disturb thee,
Nothing affright thee;
All things are passing;
God never changeth;
Patient endurance
Attaineth to all things;
Who God possesseth
In nothing is wanting
Alone God sufficeth”. (STA)
You’re loved,
be safe.

Pi and Jo:
We’ll pray so…

Jo:
They are bombing the village! 
The village! 
We shouldn’t die here! 
It’s time to move out of the path 
of this war.
Let us leave, 
God,
in your arms
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we’ll weep...but
we’ll go find new roads, 
Let us leave 
out of harm’s way!
Pi, my radiant star,
you hold on to Dee, I’ll carry my paintings!
They are bombing the village…

Tessa:
Go find your fate! 

Pi and Jo:
Let’s go find our fate! 
Let’s live, let’s live today!
All:
After all, death is always just a few steps 
away.

The End
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